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Walt Whitman Hero of a Novel

THE ANSWERER: A Novel from the
Life of Walt Whitman, By Orant
Overton. Harcourt, Brace & .

T HIS book shows Whitman grows-

ing like a tree out of Ameri-

ecan soil. He is in a way the
whole story, yet the rest of his time
is there with him,

The novel ought to be in all the
nineteenth century lterature and his-
tory courses of schools, colleges and
reading clubs. But that fact takes
away nothing from its appeall to the
individual Whitmanite. Naturally the |
presentation of the central figure gives |
the narrative at times a character un-
common In filction. Yet how many
stories with nothing but plot to com-
mend them can offer pages so thrilling
as those in which Walt faces the hus-

bund of the woman he loves in New
Orleans? The man is a trained duel-
lst. And he has a gang with him to
finish any job that proves too hard
for him, Whalt 18 unarmed. But this
is the way he answera Raoul's threat:

“Kill me? Doubtless you think so!
At a proper time, eh? Why, what
time could be more proper than the
present? Go—or come—right ahead.
Here I am; herc T have been now for
several convenient moments, If I am
a little diMcult, why, there is your
gang downstalrs. After you have
killed me you can finlsh killing him”
—motloning toward O'Donoju. “You
can then kill your wife; you ecan kill
the doctor when he comes. One by
one, or a dozen at a time, you can kil
any others. Kill? You damned fool!
What can pou kill? One man against
the world! Why, if I threw you down
the stuirease to that pack of vermin
they'd tear you limb from limb; you've
taught them to kill! Shucks! Get
out!*™

It is like the crack of a whip in a
cage of lons. [

Yet as achievements of the creative
imagination theré are finer things.
The letter of Margaret Fuller telling
of her experience in Rome is so es-|
sentially true to character that an!
doubt many readers will try to find lt;
in her biographies. It Isn't there, but
it might bave been,

Of course much of the very language
of thig book is taken from Whitman's
own writings or from Traubel's report
of their conversations. But so beauti-
fully {8 the whole recreated that only
by reference to originals could one
tell the authority, But whatever the
source, it all leads the reader closer |
to Whitman, poet and human being. |
Here is his analysis of his own devel-
opment, in answer to a question:

“Why ask me that? Do you want
me to confess I don't know? I've
thought of so many things; they don't
fit. Or I don't fit them. Ever since T
was a voungster I've scribbled, writ-
ten, Trash, trash! ['ve tried to write
It's worthless; isn't even third
te verse. ['ve talked, lectured. That !
't any good, either. Bometimes 1
k there aln't anything; but as soon
quit thinking, go outdoors. see

people, sights, and mingle with per-
sons, I begin to live again; feel red
blooded, Inexpressibly excited, eager;
have the strong sense that I am meant
for all this and that something good,
something positive will yet come out
of it all, be expressed by me or
through me, it doesn't matter which.
Maybe in action; maybe in both words
and action blending. Which, which?

urant Overton.

And when? How iong must 1 walt—
watch, absorb, steep, ripen?”

Love is the key to his life and art.
When he found no final personal satls-
factlon, he turned the current
power into poetry. He had loved in
youth—and lost. Lincoln had a simi-
lar experience, and the two great
Amerleans are represented as talking
it over together.

“You are thinking,” said Lincoln,
“that In some such fashion, with the
ald of some such friendly example,
you might have heen able to construet
n happiness similar to mine., . . .
Walt, it is an every day sort of hap-
piness, a ‘working' happiness, as one
would say: ‘practicable’ is the phrase
I think employed on the stage to
describe such set: and scene shifts
as are not merely background but o
be used—a door you ean walk through,
a door that ia not merely painted on
the backdrop, i8 a ‘practleable’ door,

- In a world where o good deal |
is simply painted on the backdrop T |

found n practicable door.
married happlness.'

Walt never found that kind. Per-
haps he could not and do the work
he had to do.

That is my

O JUDGMENT. By Edgar Wal-
Boston: Small, Maynard & Co.

CK O JUDGMENT! Poor old
Jack o Judgment! How he
frightened us! How he thrilled
How he kept us In suspense and
ing! And when we learned all
him, who he was, and his ohject
ch a disgulse, we forgave him;
sympathized with him. And when
eruelal moment came, when the
motive for his disguise had been ful-
filled and Col. Dan Boundary had
dled at his hands and he himself was
about to follow on his hecls, Jack o
Judgment told his story to hls young |
subordinate. “But you must give me
vour word you will tell,” he
agked his friend, and Stafford promised.

Like Stafford, who promised to re-
main silent, we have promised those
coneerned not to disclose the secrot

never

“The best book on foreign affairs
ever written by an American.'
—N. Y. Herald.

BALKANIZED |
EUROPE

You cannot discuss limitation of
armament intelligently without such
information about the conditions
in Central Europe and their bear-
ing on the peace of the world as
is here supplied by

Paul Scott Mowrer
£5 at any bookstore or from
E. P. Dutten & Co., 681 5th Av., N. Y.

Harold Bell Wright suys

*)\ kook of vital impo-tance today”

PRODIG

DAUGHTERS

A Tale of To-day

You've never read a story like
this!

o Killed ‘Snow’ Gregoryé

either, and |f we did. we could never
—would never—ask to be forgiven.

It all started with the finding of a
young man called “Snow"” Gregory In
a gutter, and he was dend before the
polleeman on duty in Waterloo road
who heard the shots came upon the
scene. His nssoclates had named him
“Bnow" Gregory becnuse he was a
dope flend, nnd cocaine Is oceasionally
referred to as snow by Ita votaries.
When they wearched his clothes they
found nothing except a little tin box
of white powder, which proved to ba
cocaine, and a playing card—the jack
of clubs. But try as they might the
police could not discover why and at
whose hands Gregory had dled. After

the jury had returned a verdlet of
“wilfut murder. agnlnst some person
or persons unknown,” the case was

placed in the records, where it seemed
likely to remain with the rest of those
never to be solved mysteries that con-
front the police,

Three months after the murder of
“Snow” CGregory, Col. Dan Boundary
récelved @ letter. He found within
o wolled and stained playing card, the
knave of clubs. He saw writing on
the margin of the card, and, twisting
it sldeways, read “Jack o' Judgment.”
Nuthing more.

Boundury, by the wny, wis what
we might eall a law ablding thief—a
man who transacted business in such
a fashion that the pollee could never
bring him to justice. He never falled
to cover his tracks. He purchased
mills, estates, and other businesses
far below thelr net value and always
at the figure lald down by himself.

But after Dan Boundary recelved
the mysterious eard and others that
followed simultancously he began to
quake with fear. Jack o Judgment
was even daring enough to visit him
in his home. Then plece by plece
you are led into many mysterious
doings. You learn n great deal. And
you puzzle nnd wonder who and what
kind of a person this Jack o' Judgment
is. But you keep on reading. Is Jack
o Judgment Hanson? you ask your-
self. Is It Malsie White who Is playing
the part? Is It Lollle Marsh? Is It
Stafford King, the detective? But ne,
In the end you learn, as we have,
you've been on the wrong tack all the
time,

Edgnr Wallace has written a good
story. It has kept you In mental mo-
tlon until the mystery ls cleared. You
have been held llke a pendulum and
swung back and forth through space
and In place of the usual “tick-tock!
tick-tock!"™ youn hear: “Who s he?
Who In he?' Buspense ia an awful
thing! But then It sells bookn!

F. H. lt:‘nﬁ%-. 15 h'b“’— LN

JAMBS A QUIGNEY.

. thia play which will entirely disregard

of |

How Funny It Is,
Also, How Sad!

THE CIRCLE, By W. Somerset
Maugham. George H. Doran Com-

pany.
true and tragie, brilliant and

; ' bitter things so perfectly as
Mr. Maugham has in this play, which
is both a literary masterpiece and a

Broadway moneymaker, it would seem

a rather futlle gesture to add any sec-
ondary comment. But Maugham stirs
one to self-expression, futile or not;
the maglic “Cirele” must he reviewed.
It s difMicult to say anything about

HEN a man has said so many

its presentation In the theatre. Hav-
ing read it before its production, one
amiles and says: “How clever.,” Wit-
nessing a performance, one laughs a
good deal and says: “How funny.”
Upon rereading the book, however, the
lines are no longer black upon white,
but subtly tinged with the color of
human volees; one is more than a lit-
tle inclined to weep and say: “"How
sad!"

“The Circle"” I8 a very sad play, with
all its gayety. Who in all its witty,
eplgrammatie company {8 not desper-
ately tragie? Poor, silly Lady Kitty!
Well, her unhappiness has been widely
exploited. And Porteous? “A grumpy,
codden old fellow with false teeth.”
Buffoons nre always =ad. Clive, the
eynical, with his whiplash specches
and his feline volee. He speaks for
himself, too.

“You think.,” saye Clive in a mo-
ment of honesty, “I'm a cruel, eynical
old man. Why, when 1 think of what
she was, If 1 didn't lnugh at what she
has hecome I should cry.*

The foolish young lovers, so bLrave
and sure of thelr Jove, so heedless of
the ancient ruin before thelr youthful
eyes! Elizaleth and Teddie, they make
one gad. Yet there js something about |
them that gives ope confidence they
will make a go of It anvhow. They
face life squarely, they fool neither
other people nor themselves, No sub-
terfuges for them, no notes speared on
pincushions. no dramatle poses of any
sort. Simply, they love each other and
have the courage to deal a blow for
that love. The greatest courage of al,
that which is strong enough to hurt
some one else to get what one needs,
How many lives have been wrecked
because that courage was not there!

Yes, they are sad, all of them. But
how glamourously sad, how plctur-
esquely tragic. The things one ean
imagine about them all—Kitty's past,
Elizabeth's future! The things Hughle
might have heen and the things Teddie
will be. The wickednesases of Clive.

There remains only Arnold, the
earnest minded, purposeful young hus-
band, who married to have a home and
also because he didn't “want to be
bothered with sex and all that sort of
thing.” His is the real tragedy. be- |
cause his is the nothingness. No |
glamour about Arnold, nothing pictur- |
ceque about him. When his father was
deserted he reslgned from Parliament
and set sbout becoming an authority |
cn pretty women under twenty-five, |
But Arnold is difforent., He will re-|
slgn from Parllament and bécome an
authority on Old English furniture,

There Iz a feeling that Arnold will
not suffer very long.. His pain will
s0on be over hecanse he will lose con-
tact with life. Could anything be more
dreadfu] than that? Oh, how greatly |
Arnoldl's tragedy overshadows all the |
others!

Sardine Selier’s Son
Sovereign’s Shadow

THE VILLA OF THE PREACOCK. By
Itichard Dehan. George H. Doran
Compnany.

HE seven short stories In this

volume have widely varied
themes, From the first, and
the longest story, the hook gains its
name, This denls with that freak of

nature which occasionally is met—two
hoye, the young royalty and the shop- |
keeper's helr, who alike
two peas. Until the King was grown
and married, the mixing up of the
sardine merchant's son, Don Enrique,
with the monarch was looked upon
as nothing very serfous, But wh--ni
the King marricd and Don Enrigue
acquired a bad reputation, then it had |
to be stopped. Don Enrique was ex-
ed. Tn Parls he led a gay life, but
there a Jesting remark of the King of |
Donda regarding him threw Don En-
rlque Into anarchy. From then on we
deal with anarchists who plot to de-
stroy the King and place his double
on the throne. The solution is very
nmusing,

“Darotea ot Cle,” the third story, Is
by far the best., Its scenes and elimax
are welrd and dramatic, while Imagi-
natlon runs riot through its pages.
Next to that enjoved "The Sllver
Birch,” In which a young girl em-
bodies the secret of charm and solves
the mystery of grace, “calm as a for-
est lake, stately as a silver pheasant,
graceful as a sllver birch, the lovellest
and most graceful thing of all."

"The Formula of Brantin” is of the
Invention of a drug which cures drug
and aleoholle flends and makes them
Immune from the offects of thelr par-
tieular falling. “The Slug's Court-
ship” Is of rural England—a love story |
in which A man and a woman find the
mates they have sought, and *The |
Extrunordinary Adventures of an Au- |
tomobile™ {s far from extraordinary as |
A story,

are as Al

W

Brand Whitlock, former Ambassador
to Belgium and author of “Belglum®
(Appleton), has recently had con-
ferred on him the title of “Honorary
Member of the Grand Serment des
Arbalatriers de Baint Georges,” a dig-
nity of ancient tradition, as Brusaels

papers point out.

Humor From Hamsun

DREAMERS. Translated from the Nor-
wegian of Knut Hamsun by W. W.
Worster.  Alfred A. Knopf,

Tl!l:i book shaould dispose,

for all, of those critics who
humor.

onee

say that Hamsun Is lacking in
it Is writterr in a vein of the
most delightfully intimate comedy and
satire without a trace of bitterness,
Humszun knows thess people with their
little quirks and drolleries, and he lots
you feel In every line that he Is one
of them_  They are people that he
understands and loves well, these fish-

ermen of Norway. He knows their
little valnnesses and idiosyncrasies,
their simplieity, and ‘thelr rugged |
strength, and he tells of them in a|

a |
playful and kindly humorous way. |

The of “Dreamers"” very
slight, almost a musical comedy plot,
but It serves as a frame upon which
to spin the delightful hamsunsk com-
ment on things, and for the play of
life and character in a Norwegian fish- |
ing village, Hamsun always has & wild, |
Quixotic fellow about to keep things|
interes This time it Is Telegraph- |
Raolan rolsterer, lovemaker and|
inventor. Rolandsen 18 a wild, fan-|
tasticnl dreamer, & moth Aying !.il'num.]l

plot is

m,

the flames of youth. But he Is a pretty
shrewd sort of a moth in his way, and
knows that it is well to prepare for
winter and the dark days. The Quixotic
dreamer becomes a serlous business
man, and in fair way to bring

is n

his dreams to realization as the book
ends,
The characterizgation (s excellent.

Trader Mack, the great moan of the

| place, the small town's giass of fash-

ion, who feels that his prestige
waning becauss money has been stolen
from him; the pastor and his lady, the

5.

sailors, the fishermen and the village |

Romeos and Jullete—all are delightful
in thelr way. As always In Hameun

one gets wonderful description, done |
very simply. This, for Instance, gives |

the very feel of the short, brillinnt
Norwegian summer® “The nights were
too brilliant and full of sun. It was
the weather for dreams; for little
fluttering quests of the heart. Young
folks walked the roads by night, sing-
Ing and waving branches of willow,
And from every rocky islet eame the
calling of birds.”

And this for autumn: “Autumn was
setting in; the wind rushing through
the woods, the sea yellow and coid,
and a great awikening of stars in the

sky."
There §s nothing dour or darkly
Seandinavian about “Dreamers.’” It is

like a play of sunlight about n moun- |

tuin top. HOLGER CAHILL.

| real sense

| ¥ou that sometimes= In this wonderfu

ery

THE SECRET POWER. By Marle) that he tarry till 1 come, what is that
Corelll. Doubleday, Page & Co, | to thee'? S0, ns we read, the rumor

IK¥, Hall Calne, Miss Corelll | went forth that John was the one

| takes her responsibllity to her IMsciple for whom there should he no
iarge and faithful public seri- | ‘eath. And now—to go on with the

: | legend—1t is believed by many that

ously. She doesn’'t turn out a book a : deep In the ns vet unexplored depths
year. The new story tgok tlme to | of the deserts of Egypt—miles and
write and it takes time to read—no | miles over rolling sand waves which

skipping. mind! Every character s
earnestly, serfously presented. This
author heeds the Bible's warning
against the “idle word.” There are|
gecents on all her syllables.

It s o deep satisfaction to meet peo-
ple who know their own mind so posi-
tively as do Miss Corelll's heraines |

and villains. |

“All for Love and the World Well |
Lost” might have been the motto of |
the beautiful Bpan'sh Manella, who |
lcves Roger Seaton, There are no “ifs" |
in her frank ndmiscion to Seaton of
Ler love for him and desire to be his
woman.

Roger, a poor
replies with equal- candor: “You tell
me you would be my woman—and I
know you mean it. You would be my
slave—you mean that, teo. But you
would want me to love you! Manella,
there I8 no such thing ns love!—not
in this world! There is animal attrac-
tion—the magnetism of the male for
the femnle, the female for the male—
the magnetism that pulls the opposite
sexes together In order to keep 111!-:i
planet supplied with an ever new crop |
of foola—but love! No, Manella! There |
i no such thing! 1 quite believe that |
it Is the natural instinet of the female |
to select her mate, but though the
rule may hold good In the forest world
It doesn't alwavs work among the
human herd. Man considers that he
has the right of selection—quite a
mistake of his, I'm sure, for he has no
heauty or fitness, wnd
generally selects most vilely. All the
same he & an obstinate brute, and
sticks to hl: Lrutlsh jdess ns o snall
sticks to Its shell. T am an obstinate
brute!—I1 am ahsolutely convinesd that
I have the right to choose my own
woman, if 1 want one—which [ don't—
or If ever 1 do want one—which I
never shall!"”

Morgana Roval, the wealthy young
Ameriean, n "fey” woman, of Scotch
parents, Is the typge of woman, accord-
ing to Seaton, who wants something
nower than sex nttraction and family
life. A hushband would bore her to
extinetion—the care of ehildren would
pend her Into o luratic asylum!™ She
Is one of the emancipated women., And
of course she wans loved by the
Marchese Giulioc Rivardi, a typleal
Latin, & doscendant of the Cwsars, He
@1 not Indulge In such futility on-
warned, for Don Aloysius, n priest of
the church, had spoken these mystic
words:

“You would not

but clever sclentist,

of

belleve me if T told

warld of ours Yeings are born whe
are nolther man nor woman, and whe
partake of a nature that is not
much human as elemental and etherenl

or might ons of nlmost say, At-
mospherie? T . though generated
of flesh and blood they are not al-
together fleah ¢ blood, but possess

other untested nnd nnproved essences

mingled In thelr composition, of which

as yet we can form no iden.”
Morgana's plans of the “White

Engle” tako form. BShe has hefore

her an alrship like o great bird, with |
wings which move, but no machine, |
the elements being utilized for motive

power! And it flies, far and near.
There is only one who knows the |
socret of Its flight. A woman, and
she, Morgann Royal, will not di-
vulge it!

To a gathering of people at her

palazen, Don Aloysius says: “"Let me
tell you of certain people who once
‘went with the time'—and declded to
stop en route, and are still ot the stop- |
ping place. Perhaps some of you who |
travel far and often have heard of
the Braszen Clity? Those who visit the
East know of it. And some say they
have seen n glimpse of Ita shining
towers and eupolas In the far dtalanrn.'
However thle may be, tradition de-
clares that It exists, and that It wns
founded by St John, the "Beloved Dia-
ciple. You will reeall that when Our
Lordl wns asked when and haw John
should die, He answered: ‘If 1 will

'IJ Middle Border

once formed the hed of n vast ocenn— |
there stands a great city whose roofs |

and towers are seemingly of brass:
it elty barricaded and built in by walls
of brass and guarded by gates of brasa.

| Here dwells a race apart—a rice of
| beautiful human creatures who have
discovered the secret of perpetual

youth wnd immortality on this carth,

They have seen the centuries come
and go—the flight of time touches
them not—they only await the day

when the whole world will be free to
them—that ‘world to come' which is
not made for the ‘many’ but for the
‘fow.” All the discoveries of our mod-
ern sclence are known to them—our
inventlons are thelr common every-
day sappliances—on the wings of alr

all that goes on In every country. Our

| and rays of light they hear and know |

wars and politics are no more to them |
than the wars and polities of ants in |

ant hills; thay have passed bevond all
trivialities such as these, They have
discovered the secret of life's true en-
Joyment and—they enjoy!"

There are many more wonders In the
volume. But why should we tell yvou
about the alrship trip to the hewrt

of the deaerts of Egypta? Of the earth
quake in Californfa and the alrship'
trip there? Of the outeome of Manein
love for Scaton?
the priest and Morgana?
trip of the airship? No! That
you to read, to wonder ove Lo peep at
the last pages of the book in un on
denvor to learn the witimate ollmax
of the lives of those five heings hafore
you have read half way through

O the final

Officer Iﬁmplr_l
Heard a Shot!

THE SHERIDAN ROAD MYSTERSY
By Paul and Mabel Thorne. Daodd,
Mead & Co

the

N the fifteenth
O of story

awakened from the somnol ot
mood created by the carly morning nt-
mosphere of In 8herid
road with the itallcized sentenco: ~Just
then Polioewman Murphy heard o shot '

From that moment there la pothing
sleepy about this criminal tale «

line of the text

thia reades

the scene

Thornes, The reader gots actior 1
the way: From Morsh the myster H
from Detective Sergeant Dave Morean
of the Chicago police foree: fron hn
connterfeiter and murderer who e
chief figure In the mystery. And if
Tane Atwood does not furnish e L
wetion In one wany she does in an r
by the tender effect ahe has on M h
But this Is primarily a novel of jon
and mystery, and In those two me
It Is an unqualified success he
Thornes evidently declded they e
golng to ho original In the denoucr 1t
of their plot, If not in its i L4
peene, and this they achieved b

ing the body of the murdersil man

found In a place that Poe might have |

envied.

OF the talks between |

Is for |

—_

L1 e 11

Two Novels of the Sort That
Vigorous People Like to

Read

mate a noteworthy book

. Mr.

Flaming Forest.! It is excel-

lent. It is good, c}can ad-
venture in the " open
spaces.” 1 am thorough-

ly sick of the soul-
searching obscenitie s
of many of the
modern novels.”

Wherever
books are
sold $2.00

By PETER

It’s a triumphant tale that
interprets the great Ameri-
can West of today. A rat-
tling good story so much
more “ alive ”’ than the
average that you feel you're
actually witnessing the lov-
able Don Mike’s audacious
battle for honor and—a
friendly enemy’s daughter.

HEODORE ROOSEVELT,
Tfamous father in his ability to esti-

lines, says of this new novel:

“l have read with great interest
Curwood’s book, 'Th

PRIDE of*=%
s PALOMAR

Don’t Wait Until Tomorrow to Begin this Great, Human Story.
PRICE $2.00

@sinopolitan Book (@rperation

15 Wt 40 th Stmet. New tork

G L 1

By
James Oliver Curwood
AUTHOR OF
“The Valley of Silent Men,"

wlc

tollowing his

in a few

e

B. KYNE

You'll find laughter in it,
moist eyes, wonderful ro-
mance and magnificent
bluff. Its author stirred a
million hearts last year
with his story “Kindred of
the Dust.” And already
“The Pride of Palomar” is
one of the most widely-
discussed novels of years.

your first Gotha raid—watching all

not be put into dispatches fll these
spondent in one city and his wife 1

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681

Paris Days and London Nights

By ALICE Z. SNYDER and MILTON V. SNYDER

Were you “over there” in the hectic days when Gothas were bombing
London, and Big Bertha bombarding Paris? You will feel as if you
| there now if once you open these vivid pages—angry over sleeping thro

Bolo Pasha—or being hustled by an East End crowd into a London "t
for protection. The bewilderment of Paris over the first shell from t!
phantom gun—the confidential estimates exchanged by those bel
scenes in either city,—and thousands of incidental matters which could

The book is simply packed with matt
$4.00 at any book shop, or if ordered direct from

e

Paris trylng to get into the trial of
ibe'

1 the

imate letters between a war
other

int COTTe

the

as significant as it is absorbing

Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK

EDNA FERBER

F. P. A. (the New York Tribuna):

at Edna Ferber's book, “The Girls".”

Heywood Broun (the New York Tribune):
timacy and fondness for some of her characters

“This bard a wreath of laurel hurls

achieve an in
tcts them apart

“She doea
which

as individuals, These are not moulded, but created.”

H. L. Mencken (the Baltimore Evening Sun):
stands out hrilliantly from the everyday stream of American fiction.”
Harry Han®en (the Chicago Daily News):
“The Girls’ Miss Ferher has done her best and most

New York Times

| of the word, human. It is the

Percy Hammond:

Fanny Butcher (the Chieago Tribune):

“In brief, a novel that

“We are ronfident that in
wetive work.”
“Congratulations to Edna Ferber!™
“Tt is, in the most honest sense
uman you, the human me.”
“Misa Ferber takes you so closely into the lives of

her characters that you are almost abashed.”

A Daughter of tne

Hamlin Garland

A sequel to
A Son of the Middle Rorder
An intimate soeial history of
Midland America
$2.00

At all bookstores or from

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
64.66 Fifth Ave. New York

~ The

Girls

A Novel

“This story is about great-aunt Charlotte Thrift, spinater, aged seventy

four; her niece and namesake, Lottie

Lottie’s niece and namesake, Charley Kem
If you are led by this to exclaim, a

half.
you are right: it is. 'I‘orhx:‘m,

aunt Charlotte an old maid . .
priate for vi

rous, alert, and fun-loving Lottie

Paywon, spinster, aged thirty-two, s
L»_ epinster, aged eighteen and a

ast, ‘A story about old maids!
though, «after all, one could 't eall great-
rhaps, ton, the term is inappro

For that matter, a glimps

of Charley in her white, wooly sweater and gym pants might cause you to
demand a complete retraction of the term!”

Doubleday, Page & Co.,

Garden City, New York




